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You Did Good 


Author's Notes: 
Fiction.. or is it? 


"How's this killin’ ya?" asked Richie teasingly, smirking in a sly marmer as he started stroking Jon's cock through 
the fabric of his jeans with some determined pressure, his fingers tracing the underside of Jon's balls and his 
palm rubbing slowly against the singer's already hardened shaft. 


"J-just stop it.!" moaned Jon, his hips pushing forward involuntarily as he wetted his lips with the tip of his 
tongue, his mouth hanging open and his eyes shutting halfway. He swallowed hard, leaning forward against 
Richie to support himself. 


Richie's smirk grew wider, almost splitting his face in two halves as he loosened his grip on Jon's crotch to run 
his fingertips up and down the seam and zipper of Jon's jeans, feeling the singer's hardness push against the 


confines from beneath, aching for release, despite Jon's soft pleas. 


"Pl-please, not now.." begged the younger man, his voice husky with lust and his eyes glazed over, pupiles 


dilated as he tried to fix them on the guitarists face, making no attempt to move away, a warmth growing at 


the pit of his stomach. His cock throbbed inistantly, and he knew by now it was too late to walk away. 


Richie sped his rubbing up, feeling the singer's cock twitch dangerously against his touch, and he moved a s 
squeezing one of the fine asscheeks and pleased to hear the other man whine in pleasure as a response. With a 


quiet chuckle and a predatory gleam in his eyes, he cupped Jon's crotch and seized it roughly, tugging lightly. 


Jon was leaning his face against his lover's shoulder by now, panting quietly and his bottom lip quivering while 
he felt the feeling becoming too much, unable to control himself and releasing himself in his own jeans with a 
shudder and a loud groan, knees bucking and some droplets of sweat trailing down his forehead to damp his 


hair. 

Richie shook his head, mumbling sweet nothings in a soft, affectionate tone as he felt the wetness soaking 
through the front of the shorter man's pants, patting the soiled patch softly and feeling very pleased with 
what he'd just accomplished. 


"Y'did good, Jonny-boy. Real good," he said. 


